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retreat. About six out of every ten had no self-starter,
so that the occupants had to be very active. We would
be held up for, say, ten minutes at a time, and engines
would be stopped for fear of using up petrol; then came
the signal that we were moving on, and out jumped the
men and women with their starting-handles, feverishly
cranking their engines ; if they failed to start there were
shouts from behind and the occupants would have to
push their recalcitrant and heavily loaded cars. We
would stop again after another ten or twenty yards, and
so this tragi-comedy was repeated for hours on end, but
everyone remained surprisingly cheerful. After about
five miles we managed to turn away from the column,
which continued towards Rambouillet and was heavily
bombed and machine-gunned later in the day. When
we managed to break free of the crowds along the
attractive, wooded side-roads, everything was calm and
peaceful in the hot sun, but once involved in a town or
village, we realized how near we were to the war.
One of the many pathetic sights was to see the queues
waiting to get petrol; every now and again there would
be violent quarrels, as someone tried to push up without
waiting his turn. In some of the towns we saw British
N.C.O/S on point duty, and the French military were in.
control at every big cross-roads. We took nearly twelve
hours to cover the seventy-five miles from Paris to
Orleans, where we spent the night in our cars in the main
square with hundreds of other refugees. Marriott just
managed to catch a British 'plane from the Orleans
aerodrome, which got hiro to England that same evening*
We readied Tours at luncheon time the following day.